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m ASHES OF EMPIRE.
B By UODKRT W. CHAMBERS.

f.

V (CbjwWsM, 188. 6y Itetxrt IT. CAametrs.)

A OHAPTEn X.KMM Tnit rnorncor.
JlLg Tho nue iVYpres we a 'surging turmoil.

ECBT Swarms of eager, anxious people thronged tho
Kef Street and tho ramparts, where an Irregular
Bll cloud of white smoke hung, half concealing the
WMf Trophet," AconipanyofUneaoldlersweredrlv- -

Ing the crowd back to the sidewalk, a mounted
ffohdarme shouted orders and wheeled bis horso

i"""' right and loft, whlto gloved hand ralsod, the
grenade on bia haldrlck glittering like a llvo
coal. From everywhere came a murmur, grow- -

' tng louder, deeper, more persistent. "The Prus- -

lIU)' alansl Tho Prussians! The Prussians!" un- -

AH ' til the monotonous chant swept from the Porte
ll Kougo to the Prince Murat barracks like the
task, thrill of a tonao chord.'deop strung, trembling,Sir Vibrating In tho arched sky.

'jMjW "Tho Uhlans were signalled near l'nay,"cried
rvJvn a r' rat,lnff Wmself on the point of his wooden

fi til "hoes to catch a glimpse of the "Prophet"
if! iff "Cin ono ras tno Prussians out thoro I" asked

Si
woman, looking up anxiously at Hllde, who

sanod from the window.
Hi " Beo nothing, madamo," ropiled HUde,n I faintly.
Ml "l hey're there,'' Insisted a man In a bluo blouse.

(',I Tho Prussians are In Meudon woods, madame."
Jaj "Who saw them!" asked a dozen toIcos at
JU Once.
(Tm "How do I know! Everybody says they're
111 there."

"They'ro over by tht. splro one could see
them with a glass," sold an old man, who Imme- -
dlately became the centra of attention.

"What splret" demanded the man In the blue
blouse

"Can you soo theml Aro there many I" asked
another.

"Tho Uhlansl The Uhlans!" shouted the
IB crowd.

Hlldo. loaning from tho shattered window,
I looked down at tho surging throngs below, and

then out across tho valloy of tho BI6vra, spar--

kilns with dimmed brilliancy under Its veil of
jf bare. Sho saw nothing except patches of woods,

white spires, and checkered fields flecked with
misty sunshine.

J Yolotto spoke calmly beside her. "We must
.'M fill all tho window frames with panes nf oiled

I. paper. If they fire again there will be no use
j having glass put In."

I I In the street below nn ofllcer with gold lace
I Cn his crimson cap rodo slowly through tho

j 1 centra of tho crowd, repeating: "Go back, mes- -

H slours; there is nothing to see. The Prussians
flj have not been signalled; the marines are only

!H j practising to get the range"
iu "No Prussians!" exclaimed the man In the

Dm0 '0UI0 A disgusted laugh ran through
Job tbo crowd.
f jjy "Uats! I'm going back, thon," said a young
'sir butcher, tylngjils apron tightor; "we'll have

Yftf plenty of time to see M. Bismarck later."
9f Tho crowd slowly dissolved, melting away

H V Ilttlo by little, leaving a group of hopelessly
JXA curious gamins at tho Porte Ilougo, the bar-ri- g

racks, and as near to the "Prophet" as the
fjlr cannoneers would permit.
'If So, nfter all, the Prussians were not In Bight,
vj Tho crowd appeared to be good humored, but a
X , Ilttlo disappointed, for they had como to see
ntA something, and nuw were obliged to retire un- -

Satisfied. Curiosity prevailed In spito of dread
that insatiable curiosity of the Parisians, so

easily satisfied, so soon changed to ennui.
S" The shot from the bastions had aroused tho

wholo city; oven Bourke and Harowood, loung-
ing on the texrnce above the palace'of St. Cloud,
beard the distant report and saw the whlto

m smoke curling up along tho battlements behind
WR Issy.

' "That comes from our quarter," Bald Hare- -
, wood. "Do you see the smoke. Cecil!"r "It's nothing," replied Bourke. "They're

M'J.Jt practising somewhere on our secteur. probably
Jy to find the range. It may be the 'Prophet' that

Mf has spoken."
f They sat on a bench, lazily discussing cold

MX chicken and light Bordeaux, looking off over
71 the valley where tho panorama of tho Seine
11 Valley SDread out. At their feet lay Paris,
A A, white, fair as a jewel set in green velvet, circled
f 3 by the limpid necklace of the river. Tho late
J sunlight burned on the gilded dome of the In- -

valtdes, the twin towers of Notre Dame glim- -
xnered beyond. Nearer, the majestic dome of

K the Pantheon and the strange towers of St.
ms Sulplco detached themselves from tbe level

xnau of green tbe gardens of the Luxem
bourg, and further beyond the observatory
glistened, its mosque-llk- o domes snowy white.

I To I bo southeast, looking across tbo peninsula
whore Blllancourt lay smothered In verdure,
the six forts of tho south stretched away in a
single rank to the river Marne; In the north tho
vast mass of Mont-Valerie- n cut the sky lino

KIT always mysterious, always menacing, wrapped
fl in gloomy mojeity. Close to St. Cloud tbe
iff). Montrotout redoubt lay. still unfinished, but
Mil apparently formidable enough.
JRbMm. Harewood couln see tho terrasslors swarming

Over the.glacln, troops marching and counter- -
in) marching, gun squads drilling on the parapets.

At their feet, bo oloso that Ilonrke could havo
AnK tossed a pebble onto tbo roof, tho benutlful pal- -

3rS ace ' st- - Cloud nestled amid its ancient forest,
JlT etllt ranks of hedges and quaint marble-ter- -

ifp raced pools. A squadron of cuirassiers had dls- -
iff mounted at tho foot of tho terraco steps. Hun- -

V Oreds of ofllcers, municipal magnates, huls- -

f Biers, gendarmes, and holiday strollers passed
through the palace grounds, staring up at tbe- exquisite gray facade with unaccustomed emo
tions of curlorlty and apprehension.

A group of mounted officers, returning from
an Inspection of tbe Haras square, passed

lowly beneath the terrace, spurs and helmets
Jingling, breastplates glittering like mirrors,

i One of thorn, a slim younir fellow, splendidly
mounted, glanced up at tbe two Americans as

" be passed, turned hlsnead to look again, laughed
ana wared a gloved hand,

"Who's that!" asked Bourke.
"Gen. Bollemare. commanding at St. Denis,"

', said Harowood. ''He's going to let mo knowi when anything is up in that direction."
I It was sunset before they rose to go. with a
w last glance nt tbe distant splendid city, whereSj tbe Arc do Trlomptm hod turned to an rfrch of
'J pearl, tho obellik to a flaming torch battle- -

f ments, spires, bridges. Impalpable as structures
of opalescent mist, faded as the enchantment

I waned, fainter, dimmer, until In tbe roso- -

f banked hazo n Btar broke out; another gllm- -

I mered in the zenith. Then, as the shadows foil
fjf an forest and palace and sombre silent pools,
M far through the velvet twilight, between the
T . avenues of trees, the moon, blood red, rose

above tbe edges of tho plain.
f ."Come on," said Bourke. strapping his blnocu- -

Jar and starting down tbo terrace steps.
J Harewood followed him, entering the hedged! 1 J. avenue just as tbe oulrasslors rode out of the
M court. In the twilight one or the passing civ- -

I allers stopped, calling to Harewood in Rng- -

m lisb, tinged with an accent:
, "It is you, my friend! Faith, you are not' amiable no. scarcely amiable. I am glad to
; aee you again."
. Harewood shook bands with him as the

horse passod, saying: "Oool evening, flen.
f jlelleraare. 1 am coming to see you at tit. Denis

If "I shall expert you," said flen. Bellemare,
Mi turning in bis saddle. "Don't forget Hue
mm. d'Athla au revolr, old fellow," and passed on
1 m w'th the cavalry into the dusk, saluting them
I U both with easy grace.
' JU The tro Americans pursued their way
JYH toward tbo river, saying little to each other un- -

ImmfrnKf til thoy were standing on the decic of a bateau
t?, moucbe, speodlng through the twilight under

-- , tbe high viaduct of the Point du Jour.
!J Red and green lights on tbe fleet of riveru irunloats sparkled under tho shadowy arches
W2f of the tladiict. On tho eastern bastions an

.TL electric light sputtered blue and blinding. cnst
IiJf ing luminous shadow over quay and dock and
II jf, Jong rows of polished slcgo guns, lying on car
tJkV trucks below the ramparts. Other boats

J paxsed tham, clustered lights on bow and stern,
' rows of Illuminated windows and ports stain- -

r, inff'the dark waters with goldon beams as they
ji ' passed. Tho Ilttlo waves danced along the

Mi. wake, criss-crosse- with green and crimson
Mm, streaks, distorting the lantern reflections until

If! the black water surged under a pollshod sur- -

fco. shot to Its depth with jagged, trembling
C shafts of colored light.r -- That's tho gunboat Farcy," said Bourke, ast shadowy shapo loomed up In midstream.
If "Sho's got-- a big gun aboard, but, to my think- -

ng. tbo recoil must rulso tho mischief with her
,. ' Already tho dark, endless focodr of tbe Lou- -

vre appeared on the left, brldgo after bridge-
aoanned the river, bright with festoons of gas
lamps, until a black bulk surged up beforeI ihenj. crowned with" clustered pinnacles, light-
ed only by tho stars. It as tho Cite. Their
Voyage bad conic1 to Its end. As they climbed
the steps of the quay below tbe Palais de Jus-
tice awa In the south a ball of Are sped up
into tbe sky and burst, spraying the night with

m IV- T'"vhnrs that signal!" muttered Bourke.
it Tho dlttnnt report of n cannon confirmed tho
tli .hiwer that tho newsboys were shouting along

ML. lulevard:,."Kxtrat-
- The Orleans Hull- -

mtvt r blown up botwecu Ablon and Athlsl lbsKfy Prussians have reached the forest of Kenartt
cT Kxtral"Iff llarewood bought a paper and stood reading

l'f It under a gas jet, while on every sldo an in- -
H J JffIui tumidl arcae from the crowded side
EM "wau a rocket alter rociet whlrrod up into

I .'A

the night and the dull thunder muttered from
the forts of the west. In tbe glare of the light-
ed shop windows blaclrmassns of people-gathere-

gesticulating, 'blocking the street, lin-
gering In knots under the gas lamps, where
some boulevard orator alternately read from
a newspaper and harangued his neighbors.
Hoarse voices .with tho sinister Intonation of
alarm bells dominated tho deeper hum of the
multitude insistent voices, clamoring disas-
ter. "Kxtral Kxtral" every discordant cry
rang out harsh and tense, vibrating with tho
mallro of prophecy.

"It's true," said Harewood, soberly. "The
Prussians havo cut the Orleans Ilallroad near
Athls."

He handod the journal to Bourke, adding:
"There'll be tho devil to pay In tho streets to-
night. I've a mind to stay here and dine at the
Cafe1 Rouge. What do you say!"

"i told Yolotte not to expect us," replied
Bourke, "so it's all right. Como on."

They threaded their way through the crowd,
crossed tbo street, and traversed the Place 8L
Michel, whero a jam of omnibuses and cabs,
hopelessly mixed, blocked tho passage of a bat-
tery ot artillery. In the black mass silhouettes
of riders, towering In their high saddles, crossed
and recrosscd the gasllt brldgo; hero a horse's
head tossed, sharply outlined; there the slim
shape of a cannon detached Itself from the
shadowy chaos.

As they pressed on up the Mil of the SUMIchel
and entered the brightly llghtod terrace of tho
Cafe.ltouge. cuirassiers were passing through
the Boulevard tit. Germain, sabres, casques,
and polished armor shining, crimsoned with
mirrored rejections from the flaming torches
borne by single cavaliers. A trumpeter rode by,
a trooper carrying a guidon, staff In stirrup, fol-
lowed, then, all alone, camo a General, sombre
face shadowed, glided sash, chapean and epau-lotte- s

glittering with woven gold. Under this
cocked hat his dreamy eyes looked out into the
glare undarzled. lie saw neither torch nor
shadow, nor the steel blados of swords ho. the
mystic, tbo oracle of vagueness, the apostlo of
mystery this Breton Governor of Paris, Gen.
Trochu.

tio he passed with his armored troop, a rem-
nant of ancient pageantry, a Breton of emblaz-
oned chronicle silent, vague-eyed-, dreaming
dreams of chivalry and paradlso. and the blessed
salnte whose filmy vol! was a shield of God for
tho Innocent.

When tho last squadron had trampled past
and was blotted out In the darkness. Bourke,
followed by Haroaood. entered tbeCatd Itougo
and found seats at a tablo between a soldier of
tbe National Guard and one of Franchettl's
scouts.

The latter was taunting tho National Guards-
man with the Indlsclpllno of his battalion; tho
guardsman answered sulklly.'.nnd sawed away
nt his steak, washing hugo mouthfuls down
with goblets of red wine.

"You and your Major, eh!" sneered the scout.
"Tell me, my friend, slnco whon has n battalion
of the National Guard boasted a Major! I
learo It to these two gentlemen" here he
turned and nodded at Bourko and Harewood

"I leave It to these gontlemen It It Is possible
for a National Guard battalion to have a Major
unlesB It's a company of fantochesl"

"Fantoche yourself!" shouted the guards-
man, stung to fnrv by the taunt; "let mo tell
you that Major Flourens Is Major becauso ho's
accepted the command of three Belleville bat-
talions. If you don't like It aro up to the 'Un-
dertaker's' and say so to Buekburst
and see what Happens."

"Who Is Bucknurstl" Inquired the scout sar-
castically.

The guardsman swallowed a mouthful of
bread, emptied his goblet, smacked his lips and
Bald: "None of your business."

Bourko looked at Harowood.
"Buckhurstt" bo repeated under his breath.
"It wouldn't surprlso me," muttortd Hare-

wood "If that ruffian Is In Paris: the 'Under-
taker's' is just tho place for him."

They ate In silence for a while, preoccupied
with this bit of news, news which they know
was well worth cabling to America. Forger,
murderer and Incendiary. Jack Buckhurst had
at lost been caught during tho draft riots in
New York, and, after being clubbed into In-
sensibility, bod been locked In the Tombs prison
to bo dealt with later. The next day the War-
den reported him dying: the next day after he
was gono. but not to hell. Where be had gone
the authorities tried for a while to find out.
until at last tho famo of bis exploits faded Into
legendry and notblng was left of his memory
oxcept an occasional line In a newspaper and a
faded photograph in the Homes' Gallery.

Tbe scout began again to tease tbe National
Guardsman, asking sneering questions about
Belleville and the battalions quartered there,
until the guardsman jumped up in a rage,
cursing impartially the wholo Latin quarter.

"If you think Belleville Is so funny come up
and see; come up and toll us how funny we
are!" he shouted. "Henri Hochefort will
answer you Major Flourens will reply to you

M. Buckhurst may have a word to sayi
What Is tbe ijUln quarter, anyway, but a gut-
ter full of cocottes and students and Imbecile
professors! Don't tell me! And just wait a
bit. The dance Is beginning, my friend, and
tho red flag is a better flag than Badlnguet'a
trlcolored horse blanketl"

Tbo cafe1 was In an uproar by this time. Tho
scout dashed a gloss of red wine Into the
guardsman's face, somebody In tbe room threw
a chair at somobody else howls and curses
mingled with the crash of crockery until some-
body shrieked. "I'm stabbed!" and tnere was a
rush for tbe door.

Bourke found himself out on tho sidewalk,
warding off the cuffs and kicks of sevoral en-

thusiastic citizens who kept shouting: "He's a
Prussian ipyl Kill html' until the hazard of
battlo brought llarewood to bis aid. Together
they managed to back out of the crush In good
order until darkness enabled them to prudent-
ly effaco themselves in the Rue de Medeclne.
And it was well they did, for the cry of "Spy"
in Paris at that period meant rough usage first
and Inquiry later sometimes too late.

"Damnation" said Harowood, furiously,
holding up a tattered sleeve, "I've a mind to
use my revolver next time, and I'll do It, too!
Idiots! I'll snow them who's a spy yes, I will,
Cecil!"

"You'd bettor not." Bald Bourke, grimly, re-

garding bis own dishevelled attire. "There's
no telling what your Parisians may do in this
crisis. Jim, you hoard what that d

soldier said about Buckhurst! Of course, we'll
oablo it but what would you think of arrest-
ing tbo fellow and getting tbo Government to
hold him for extradition!" " ,

"Government! What Government! Not
this crazy aggregation In Paris! What s tho
use! They won't do it; they won't daro touch
him If ho's hand In glove with the Belleville
gang. Didn't you bear the soldier couple his
name arlth Hochefort's and FlouronB's! Proba-
bly bo's one of tho shining lights of tbolr cut-
throat club, the Undertakers!"

Bourke looked up suddenly.
"Jim, that's what wo'll do; we 11 go to Belle-

ville and attend a seance of tho Under-
takers!"

Harowood nodded uncertainly.
"You remember I have a friend at court there,

the Mouse," he said,"and, as you suggested. It's
possible that he may attempt to cut our throats
as an expression or good will."

Bourke hesitated. He looked sharply at
Harewood. undecided, a little curious to know
hdw Mb comrado would act.

"Do you care to go!" ho naked after a pause.
"Yen needn't on my oocount."

"Yes,- - If you are going," replied Harewood
pleasantly.

"Come ahead then." said Bourke, wondering
whether Harowood had ncceptod the risk
throngh recklessness, a reporter's Instinct ot
rivalry, or an unwillingness to let him tako
the risk alone.

CHAPTER XI.
THE UNDKHTAKRnS.

The Reign of Terror Inoculated IParls with a
virus, the (list symptom of which was an erup-
tion of "clubs." Eighty years later the city
was again violently Infected. The Third Em-
pire poisoned Paris, and a fresh outbreak of
''clubs" followed, aggravated by the declaration
of war In July, 1870. Now that the German
armies were closing In on the city, tbe irre-
sponsible mania for organizing clubs Increased
to such an extent that In certain quarters of
Paris every street had Its club. And of all tbe
clubs organized to discuss politics or to combat
political parties, the grimmest, the most sinis-
ter, tho most thoroughly revolutionary, was tbo

"Undertakers' Club" ot Belleville,
In the beginning this club hod been extremely

radical, but perfectly sane. It flickered Into life
with the blrtn of tho 1 hlrd Empire, blazed liko a
comet during tbe fusillades of the boulevard and
streets, and finally went out like a greasy cnndlo,
leaving a doubtful stench In the city. Tho
llamo. howecr. was relighted when Napoleon
III, declared war against his "good brother."
King Wllhelm of Prussia, and when that d

and sentimental old monarch loft d

estates to chastise his had "brother,"
the Undertakers stirred in tbelr sluml'cre.

Tbe resurrection of tho Undertakers was ac-
complished through three circumstances, the
Franco-Prussia- war. the will of God, and Jaok
Buckhurst.

Where Buckhurst came from, how ho came,
why he raroe. no ono knew, but In a week he
bad all Bellei lllo aflame, clamoring fo' what-
ever he told It to clamor for. Ho walked Into
tho Undertakers' one etcnlng, demanded an
election, got It; demanded tbo privilege of tbe
tribune got It: demanded a revision of tbe con-
stitution, a ballot for new ofllcers, a now watch-
word, a new policy, and got everything he de-
manded, Then. i( ith terrible vlndlctlvonoss, ho
turned on tbe semi-san- e minority, crushod it,
and drove It from tho quarter, nnd whon de-

nounced and ncouscd by Kurl Marx from his
oxllo he dolled the International, and was
elected i'reilde nt of tbe Undertakers.

If tbe Undertakers had onqe boon radical-ov- en
revolutionary now It was of the "Reds

reddest. All tho worst elements of Belleville
entered Into Its composition, its walls rang with
furious denunciations of all existing social
order. Its motto was "disorder, destruction,
dosth." mi'i

If Buc&nurst had not been the devil's own
prophet. If he had not foreseen what was to bo,
if he had not known as surely as the sun rises
that the Commune was coming, coming Inex-
orably after tho brief war cloud had blown clear
of a humiliated nation, tho Undertakers would
never have lifted a finger to equip a battalion
for the defense of Paris. But Buckhurst saw
further. Ha knew that every new marching
battalion from Belleville meant for him ami
bis a veteran reserve in tiino of need. His
need would como when the Commune came,
tio when two organised battalions of the Na-
tional Guard elected Flourens their command-
ant, Buckhurst rose in tbe trlbuno and called
for volunteers to form a third battalion. He
knew what bo was doing, bo crushed oppo.il- -

tlon and won his point, and the Undertakers
fixed a nlffht for the mustering in of their bat-
talion .and a reception to "Major" jFiourens.
All this, nf course, was contrary to law. mili-
tary and civil, there was no such title as Major
in the National Guard, but tho Government
dared not antagonize Bellovllle then.

When Bourke and llarewood entered the
hall, nobody apparently paid, them the slight-
est attention. They slipped quietly upstairs
to the wooden gallery, found a seat on the steps
betweon two aisles, and looked down at the tu-
mult below. A thick fog of tobacco smoka
hung over everything, through which gas jets
burnod with palo, attenuated, spear-llk- e fiamos.
High on tho three scats of the tribune, behind
the pulpit ibaped desks, sat three men; on tho
right Flourens, young, flushed, handsoma, blue
eyes dilated and nostrils fairly quivering with
Impatience; on the left sat Mortler, all body
and bandy legs, with the eyesuf a lunatic deep
set under a high, bald, domellko forehead. In
tbe middle Buckhurst sat.

llarewood and Bourko leaned forward, eyos
fixed on this Incomprehensible International
criminal. He sat there, pale eyes set in a paler
face, a man of 40, lithe of movement, well pro-
portioned, dainty of hand and foot. There was
a hardness about his smoothly shaven face,
yet each feature was well nlirh perfect except
his eyes. Tbese were so pale In color that in
the gas flaro thoy looked almost pearly.

The ball was packed with tho Undertakers
and their friends, sitting cheek by Jowl around
hundreds of little Iron tables, sloppy with beer
dregs and the blue-blac- k lees of cheap wines.
Evorybody was smoking, cheering, scrooch
Inr. nammortng beer mugs on tbe round iron
taolss. Women waved wlno glasses In tho
smoko-choke- glare; soldiers of the National
Guard banged on the floor with bayonets and
sword sheaths, lied flags were draped around
tho hall alternating with hideous decorations,
mostly emblems of death and the undertaker's
profession. In the midst of the uproar, tho
foul smoko, reeking atraopshere, and stench of
stale beer, half a dozen well-fe- d reporters sat
writing at a long table which stood directly In
front of tbo base of the tribune. Their sleek,
ruddy faces, their d persons, silk
bats, lvory-bandle- d walking sticks, fat cigars
tncksdunasr waxed mustaches, presented a
Bloture at once incongruous and reassuring,

to the crowd, tho stench, the furious
tulmlnatlons from militant Anarchlsts,denouno-ln- g

everything; Including tho Maker of every-
thing, tiieso reporters scribbled away at
their pads, sharpened pencils, or flicked
the ashes from good cigars under the very
noses In the very faces of tho most irresponsi-
ble crowd of ruffians that over gathered to en-
courage oacb othcr'B criminal instincts. Mortler
began to speak, rising on bis crooked legs, bis
long throat swathed in a red handkerchief.
Under tbo grotesquo dome of his bald roro-hea- d

his villainous face contracted till the scrub-
by beard bristled. When he opened the black
cavern of bis mouth a single tooth broke the
monotony of bis grinning gums.

Ho spoko for a long time, his piercing volco
splitting tho choked atmosphere till the crowd
howled again and tho dreadful tumult broko
back from tbo echoing rafters Into a very bell
of sound.

Flourens followed, speaking first earnestly,
thsn with frightful impetuosity. He leaped to
tho platform before his desk and stretched out
his arm. Every movement set tbo gaslight
glittering and shimmering over tho glided
a:abosquos on his uniform. The crowd roared,
mad with exultation.

Then Buckhurst rose.
At tho first quiet word a hush fell ovor the

hall. Ills voice was placid, passionless, cool,
and grateful as summer shoners.

"Citizens," ho uald, "you havo organized
your battalion, you hnvo added your voices to
those of the other battalions; a legion has been
formed. Major Flourens Is your Teador.

"Tbo Government says that he Is not. Wo
differ from the Government we expect to dif-
fer more seriously still when the time comes.
At present we can afford to wait. But a time Is
very near when orders that come from tho
Palais Bourbon will bo countermanded by or-
ders Issued from tbo Hotel de Vllle. Tbo Un-
dertakers need a larger hall the Hotel de Vfllo
Is not too large."

Tbe frantic cheering checked him for a mo-
ment. Then be resumed:

"For a tltno It is best that we go to tho ram-
parts, that we fight the Prussians undsr the tri-
color. This Is policy for tbe moment. But
policies change so do flags, so does what Is
now called patriotism.

"Citizen Mortler has reminded you that uni-
versal brotherhood Is not compatible with pa-
triotism, that tbe red flag of revolt Is the uni-
versal banner of human brotherhood, that
there Is nobler game for your rifle bullets than
the hearts of battle-drive- n peasants, who. al-
though Prussians, ars your brothers and your
comrades In arms against the wealth of all the
world. It Is well to hear this in mind and
wait.

"And now, as you havo elected Major Flour-
ens chief of tho new legion, and as you havo
elected me commandant of your battalion, I
ask you for tbo prlvllego of naming to you two
of my fallow countrymen for election as Cap-
tains In tbe Third Battalion."

"Name theml Name them!" shouted the
crowd.

Bourko leaned over tho balcony, clutching
Harowood 's arm.

"By heaven!" he whispered, "do you see who
he's going to name!"

Harowoori, mute with astonishment, stared
down at tbo platform where two men had
mounted from tho crowded floor and now stood
facing Buckhurst,

The two men ere Sneyer nnd StaufTer.
Amid a whirlwind of npplauso their namos

wero presented and accepted. Buckmirst ad-
ministered tbe oatb. Flourens dramatically
returned tbelr salutes. Mortler, his ape-lik- e

face stained a dull red with oxcltoraont, sat be-
hind bis desk, on which lsy a pile of red

His little Insane eyes snapped as
Snoyer and Stauffcr marchod up to be in-
vested with the badge of anarchy. The crowd
bowled, drums ancf bugles crashed out, tbo
meeting was at an end.

Huddenly. In the midst of the tumult, Hare-
wood felt that somebody on tho en arming floor
below woa looking straight at him. He turned
his head uneasily. Burkhurst'e colorless eyes
met his own. For s full minute they gazed

at each other across that smoke-reekin-

chaos. The buglo's racket, tho
crashing of brazen drums, the echoing howl
died away in Harewood's ears. He only beard
a clear, penetrating volco repeating, "dllence,
silence. If you please, gentlemen," and Buck-burs- t,

with his eyes still fixed on htm, touched
Speyer on the elbow. Stauffer, too. was n

now, Speyer had turned livid when he
saw Harowood.

"Come," muttered Bourke, "we might as well
get out of this," and be moved toward thostatrway, Harewood following.

As they reached tho last sten and started to
push through tbe crowded doors, a hand fell
lightly on Harewood's shoulder. Buckhurst
stood beside him.

The involuntary start that Harewood gave
.ommunlcated Itself to Bourke. ile a so turned
to confront Spsyer and Stauffer.

"Gentlemen." said Buekburst, speaking In
English, "your faces aro familiar to ma. Capt,
Speyer tells me tbst you are New York report-
ers. Do you know me!"

"Yes," said Harewood sullenly. Buck-hurst- 's

rale eyes stole around to Bourke, then
returned directly to Harowood.

"Of course," be said placidly, "If you cable
anything unpleasant about me I'll have your
throat cut."

Harewood started on again toward the door,
but 8peyer jerked him back, saying savagely:
"Listen. Do you bear!" and Buckhurst added
auletly. "You d better listen."

If Bourke had not gripped Harewood's arm
In time Sneycr's face would have suffered.
With clenched fists Harewood pushed toward
him. Buckhurst flung him back, showing his
teeth slightly, his face distorted with thatghostly smile that none who had ever seen It
could forget.

"If you cable for ray extradition," he said,
"I'll cut your throat as a spy."

"Spy!" stammered Harewood furiously,
"es, an Imperial spy who aided the Era- -

to escape from tbe Tullerles. You fool,Srcss you tblnk I know! You and your com-
rade and two women named Chalals you aid-
ed tho Empress."

Harewood was dumb; Bourke stared at.
Speyer, who sneered In bis face. "You want a
witness! I am tho witness," said Sneyer,

Buckhurst turned fiercely on Ilourke:
"Look out!" be whispered; "don't try any of

your damned newspaper tricks on me. The
Government last nl-- ht decreed the expulsion
of every dissolute woman from Paris during
the siege, and If you give me nny troublo I'll set
the police on your Ilttlo Chalais girls I"

Harewood struggled to strike him; Buck-
hurst faced him, one hand In hts coat pocket.

"I've got a pistol In my pocket." he said. "It
covers you. If It wasn't that I don't want a
row that might load to an Investigation I'd
shoot you now. Stand back I Get out of hero
and keep your mouth shut or I'll lot tho wholo
ball trample your face Into The floor!"

Harewood, white to tho lips, jostled by tho
crowd pouring through tbe dcors. strovo to
kern his position In front of Buckhurst, lie
looked Into tho pale, merciless eyes, he saw the
outlines ot list and lovellod pistol in tho black
side pocket of Buckhurst's coat. Ho saw, too,
suspicious faces peering at him from tho pass-
ing crowd dark, su)lcn oes, burning with tho
smouldering fire of frenzy, Speyer sneered at
him, Htauffor's weak blond face relaxed into
an insulting smile.

"Conic," muttered Bourke, "thoro Is nothing
to do," n,.d ho laid his hand on Harewood's
arm.

"No," said Harewood aloud, "tbero Is noth-Ini- r
to do now."

Buckhurst heard. Ills thin lips receded
again, showing an edgo of snow-whit- e teeth.

"Neither now nor later," he snld softly.
"Leave this balll"

Speyer cut In : "If you give us sny trouble tbe
Governor of Paris shall Enow how the Empress
escaped I And you can lake yourself nut of tho
llued'Ypres bag, baggage and women!"

Bourke bad dragged Harewood back to the
door, repeating In a whisper: "For God's sake,
Jim, let them alone! Let them alone!" Buck-
hurst followed slowly, Snoyer at his elbow,
BtatifTor In the rear. Behind them the lights
were belnir turned out In tho empty hall; In tho
dark street outside the foul sidewalks, wet
with nn autumn shower, rcllocted tho flicker-
ing flamo ox a sinulo lamppost.

Bourke. nrglnir Harewood, banked out Into tbo
street. The night was appalling In Its fathom-
less blackness. The leaves on an unseen tree
stirred somewhere above them.

"They're followed us." whispered Ilourke.
straining his eyes back to the black gaping door
of the ball. "Listen. Jim!"

Tbo silence waa absolute, Down the rest
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the slnde gas jet burned uncertainly, now flar-
ing up'lnto a yellow patch ot light, now sinking
to a blue spark.

Suddenly Harewood folt tho huuntlng pres-
ence of something that he neither snw nor heard.
It was close to him, theio In thp shadow, mov-
ing nearer. Thon tho darkness teemed to part
before his eves, a shaft ot flame singed his
brow, and tno narrow street reounded with
the racket of a pistol shot. Instantly he struck
out, and stmci suln, solidly, knowing that it
was Buekburst who bad received the, blow
full in tbe face. Somebody slid lbs shutter
from a lantorn. Ha caueht a gllmpso ot Bourko
knocking Stauffer Into the gutter, ot Buck-
hurst, his white face soiled wlthblood.srroplng on
tho sidewalk for bis revolver, of Speyer swing-
ing bis arm for a blow, Tho blow was for
Harewood himself. It causht him fairly on
tho neck, and sent bint flat. Dozed, he strag-
gled (o rise. A knee pressed him back, a knife
glimmered In the lantern light, falling swiftly
toward him. only to be caught by another knife
and sent whirling. And now he was on his feet
again, and again the blinding flash ot a pistol
dazzled bim, half revealing a swarm of dark,
hurrying figures dosing In around them. It
revealed something else, too the hard face ot
the Mouso starting from the shadows at his
elbow.

"This way, monsieur," muttered the Mouse,
"nold to my arm."

A lantern fell violently to the sidewalk,
rolled around nnd went out, leaving a stench ot
petroleum In tbe air, Thoro was a sudden rush,
a collision, angry, panting voices, tbo dull sound
of blows, a shrill cry: "Tbe police!" Haro-
wood. running through tbe darkness, one hand
on the Mouse's arm, turned sharply with his
guldo Into a broader street, lighted by a down
lamps. At tbe samo instant Bourke rounded
the opposite corner and met them face to'face.
For a minute they stood there breathless, listen-
ing to tho distant shouting and trampling that
gradually grow duller, as though the affray
nod almost subsided.

"Whswl" snld tho Mouse, thiustlng his
tongue Into the corner of his chock and holding
up a broad-blndr- d knife, "I was Just In tlmo.
en, monsieur!" He shuffled his feet reflective-
ly, glanced obliquely at Bourke, shrugged bis
shoulders and launhed, nodding half patroniz-
ingly when Harowood began to thank him.

"llah that Is nothing, my friend. There are
mlroclos In Bolleville when tho Mouso patters
through the dark. Bosldes the four winds blow
for notblng, but It costs monoy to llvo."

"Come to tho Ruod'Ypres said
Harowood soberly, "and tho four winds wilt
blow you something besides nlr."

"At your sorvlce," said the Mouse with im-
pudent condescension, "and, messieurs, I havo
tho honor "

Ho bowed with exaggerated politeness,
turned on his ragged heel, and slouched off Into
the night.

To be continued.

AS UltiriLIgg ItEOIlXTIT.

Tbe Departure mt m Vonag Pletllau Who Had
lleen Klraftet Int tbe Army.

lYom (As Touth't Comnanton.
More than ono Amorlcan family of y can

remember the time when, In the season of tbo
country's need, tbo young son of tho houso went
to tbe war, but probably not one American fam-
ily can autte enter Into the spirit of the scene

by Mr. William Agnow Paton o his
"Plcturosquo Sicily."

Tbe boy who wont to the warts Amer.twwas
fired by love of hts country and though, when
tbo farewell came, ho set his teeth hard end felt
his eyes moisten as he turned to take a last look
at the dear ones gathered round the home gato,
bis heart boat too strongly with patriotism to
make the occasion one of unmixed sorrow.

That glow of patriotism is wanting in tho case
of tho recruit of some other lands, to judgo by
Mr. Paton's description. It is one thing to join
the army becauso ot the country's need and
quito another to go as the result of being draft-
ed, with no thought but that of bitterness at tbo
hardness of ono's lot.

Near La Cblcsa del Carmine Mr. Paton saw
a young recruit, newly drafted, taking leave of
hts family. He was very young, hardly of an
age to fit him for military service. This nay
perhaps servo as an oxcuso for tho fact that. In
spite of his new uniform, be stood In tho middle
of thb road crying liko a baby as be poured his
tale of woe into the ears of his younger brothers
and sisters, and possibly his cousins also; for
some ten or twelve children were grouped round
him, standing or kneeling upon the pavement,
all of them weeping bitterly.

The boy's mother, her eyes red and her hair
dishevelled, was delivering to a dozen or more
of her friends a tirade against the Injustice ot
compelling her boy to servo in the royal army.
Opinion seemed unanimous, for all gave their
unequivocal and vociferous assent to her prop-
ositions and complaints.

The lane was full of women. Thero wero fow ,
mon, only those being there who wero too old to
work. The windows and doors of the bouses
wore occupied by other women, all gesticulat-
ing and all very angry.

When tho Sergeant, a fellow,
who had permitted his charge to halt on bis
way to tbo railway station, motioned tho young
recruit to come away, the scene In tbe lano d

description. The children gave loud
voice to their sorrow, the mother frantically
kissed her boy's face, bands, and clothing, and
even, by throwing herself upon tbo ground,
managed to kiss bis foet.

Then, rising to her kneel, shn clenched both
bands, and. lifting them toward heaves, seemed
to be colling down vengeance on the Sergeant
and all set In authority over him who had part
or lot In tho taking of her son from her.

When last seen sho was being led Into her
house by her sympathizing friends, while the
children, crying and gesticulating, followed
tbe young recruit to tho corner of the street,
whore they shrieked a Inst farewell to tbe nowly
mado soldier who trudged beside tho Sergeant
weeping aloud.

IOO OLD TO OO TO THIS TTAtt.

Tbe Dtatb T an Equlae Veteran at tbe Civil
IVar at I he Ate f 49.

From th Cleveland World.
AHnTAnULA. O., May 21. Tho only living war

horse of tho lato war died a few days ago at
North East, Pn.

The announcement of tho doath of Old Ned
will cause many an old veteran to heavo a sigh
at tbe thought that another war voteran has
fallen from the ranks of tboso left after the
civil conflict of th sixties.

Old Ned was not a pensioner, although he
was entirely dependent. He was acknowl-
edged to b tbo only surviving member of tbo
oqnlne race which did service In the lato war.

The steed lived to the remarkable age of
forty-thre- e years, and dld this month In the
stable of bis owner, B. F. Crawford, at North
East, which had been the horse's homo since
the war clossd. Ned served In the armies of
both North and South, doing bis duty as will-
ingly for one side as for the other. 'Yet he
was not a deserter from either.

The eld nag's history would make nvlntcr-estln- g

volume, as be bad been exhibited all
over the country. His teeth marks proclaimed
blm nine years eld when. In 18114, he was a
beautiful black cborger ridden by one of Early's
raiders, who was shot from bis back In an en-
counter near Washington, and tbe horse fell
Into the bands of a victorious Federal brigade.
After tbe fight, when those who had lost tholr
mounts In tbe battle were supplied with new
horses captured from tbo enemy, Ned was
given ts B, F. Crawford, then a sergeant, who
rodo him through the rest of the rebellion.

For several years past Mr. Crawford has pa-
raded his pet animal in memorial events In
different oltlss of the country, and the sagac-
ious beast had learned to know a Decoration
Day celebration as well as any one.

The sound of martial music had a wonder-
fully rejuvenating effect on blm. Whon In pa-

rades ho could not be managed anywhere except
directly behind and next to tho band, and In
that location he often marched unattended.

Among other occasions which have been fea-
tured by tbe presence of thU old wnr horse was
the memorial attending the unveiling of the
monument to tbe unrecognized dead of tbe Ash-
tabula disaster when bo was ns much of an
attraction as was the monument.

The bones of Old Ned will be set up In tho
State University at Philadelphia, Pa., and Capt,
Crawford will retain tho bide, which ho will
have tanned.

Mass's Arsrantirrrsas Flreweea.
From the Atlanta Comtitutlon.

Tirros, Oa., May 10. Tho section between
Tifton andWaycross is dolermlnedtodovelop
its own resources during tbeso war times. Only
last wsok u man near Waresboro found $1)00 in
a hollow slump, and now Wlllacoocbec, Coffoo
county's prosperous city, comes forwarti with
an Instance unexcelled for unlqusnoss In the
history of the silver discoveries of tho nge,

Moso Sheppard, a negro merchant of that
placo, a night or so ago was sitting near his
hearth, in which was a blazing log. when he
was surprised to seo a stream of what appoared
to be molten metal running from acrevlce in the
burning log, which was about three feet long,
Tbo metal was allowed to remain on the hearth
until it cooled, which it aulckly did, when It,
together with what could be got frera the
charred log, was carried to a jeweller, who pro-
nounced It coin sliver, enough to make about fJ5
Insllver coin. The log was taken from the right-of-wa- y

of tbe Brunswick and Western Itallrond,
on the western boundary of tbe town, and had
beep cut for several years. It was full of knot
holes, with a shell around tho heart. It was
from this shell the molten silver ran.

About six years ago a store In Wlllacooclico
was burglarized and $US In silver taken there-
from. A gun oarrlod by ono of the burglars wns
found near this log, and It is thought he plight
have hidden his share of the shcr In the log
and has been uuabla to g back after It. A
citizen of tbe town, a few months ago. whllo In-
toxicated, lost a considerable amount In silver,
whtub be has never found. It Is thought, per-
haps, o, while In a drunken state, might havo
hidden the money Id tbe log and forgotten It.
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SALOMV JANE'S KISS.
.,;,,.,. .

By DUET iiAUTE.

(Cbjkrf,n. i, bviiret Harlt.)
PART II.

Nevertheless that hlgbt, after her father Ihad
gone to bed, Balomy Jane sat by the open win-
dow oftho Slttlnit rodnt In Mi apparent attitude
of languid contemplation, "but alert nnd Intent
of eye and .aar. It Was aflno moonlit night.
Two pines near the doot' solitary pickets ot tho
serrld ranks of distant forwt cast long shadows
liko paths to tho cottage and sighed their spiced
breath In tbe window. For thero was no
frivolity of Tine or flower round Salomy Jane's
bower. The. clearing was too rocont, tho llfo
too practical foe vanities like these But tbo
moon added a Vogue olmlveness to everything,
softened the rigid outlines of the sheds, gavo
ibadows to tbe lldless windows and touched
with merciful lifdlrctnsi 'the' hideous dtibrla
of refuse graveLand tho gaunt scars of burnedvegetation before the door. Eton Salomy Jano
was affected by it and exhaled something be-
tween a sigh and n yawn with tho breath of tbo
pines. Then shb sirddenlt "saf upright. '

Her quick oar had caught a faint "click,
click" In tho direction of the word; her quicker
instinct anuVryitlo training enabled her to de-
termine that it was the ring of a borso's shoo
on flinty gronnd: her knbwledgo of.the locality
told her It came from the pot where tbe trail
passed over on outcrop Of flint scarcely a quar-
ter of a, mil from where she sat and within
the clearing. It was nt errant "stook." for the
shoo was shod with iron; It was a mounted tres-
passer by night and boded no good to a man
like Clay. , .

Sho rose. IhVew her shawl ovor her head more
for disguise thnn shelter, and passrd out of tho
door. A suddou Impulse mado her scire her
father's shotgun from tho corner where it stood

not that sho feared any danger to herself, butthat; It was an oxouio. She made directly for
the wood, keeping in the shadow of the pines as
long as she could. At the fringe sho halted;
whoever was there must pass her before reach-
ing tho houso.

Then thoro seemed to bo n suspenso ot nil na-
ture Everything was deadly stlllevcn the
moonbeams appoared no longer tremulous; then
there was a rustle as ot somo stealthy animalamong tbo ferns and then a dismounted man
stepped Into the moonlittht. It was the horso
thlei the man she had kissed!

For a wild momenta strange fancy seized her
usually sano intellect and stirred hor temperato
blood. The news they had told her was not truo

ho had been hanged and this was bis gbostlno looked as whlto nnd spirit-lik- In tho moon-
light, dressed In tbe somo clothes as when Bbe
saw him last. Ho had ovldcntly seen her ap-
proaching and moved quickly to moot her. But
in his haste he Btumbled slightly sborofleo ted
suddenly that ghosts did not stumble and a
feeling of relief came over her. And it was no
assassin of her father that bad be-- n prowling
around-on- ly this Unhappy fugitive A mo-
mentary color, came into her cheek; her cool-
ness and hardihood returned; it s with a
tlngo of sauclness in her volco that sho snld:

"I reckoned you were a ghost."
"I mout havo been," he said, looking at her

fixedly; "but I reckon I'd havo como back hero
all the same."

"It's a little riskier comin' back alive," sho
said with a levity that died on her lips, for a
singular nervouenoss, half fear and hair expec-
tation, was beginning to take tbo placo of nor
relief of n moment nco. "Then It was you who
was prowlln' round and makln' tracks in tho
far nasturel"" es; I came straight hero when I got away."

She folt his oyes were burning her, but did not
dare to ralso hsr own. "Why" Bho began
besltatod, and ended vaguely. "How did you
got here!

"You helped mo."
"I!"
"es. That kiss you gave mo put life Into

mo gavo me strength to get away. I swore I'd
come back and thank you all vo or dead."

Every word he said she could havo antici-
pated, so plain the situation socmed to her now.
And every word he said sho knew was tho
truth. Yet her cool common sense struggled
against it.

"What's tho use of escaping, ef you're corr.in'
back to be ketcbed again! sbo Bald pertly.

He drew a little nearer to her, but seemed to
her tho more awkward as she resumed her

Ills voice, too, was broken as If by
exhaustion as he said, catching his breath at
Intervals: '

"I'll tell you. You did more for me than you
think. You made another man o' me. I never
had a man, woman or child do to me what you
did. I never had a friend only a pal like Red
Peto, who picked mo up "on the shares.' I
want to quit this yer Wnat I'm doin'. I want
to begin by doln' tho square thing to you." he
stopped, breathed hard and then said brokenly:
"My boss Is over thar. staiccd out. I want to
givo blm to you. Jud-:- o Boompolnter will glvo
you fl.000 for him. I ain't lyln' it's God's
truthl I saw It on the handbill again' a tree
Take him dad I'll get awny afoot. Tako blm.
It's tbe only thing I can do for you and 1 know
it don't half pay for what you did. Take It
your father can got a reward for you If you
can't."

Such were the ethics of this strange locality
that neither the man who midc the offer nor
the girl to whom It was made woro struck by
anything that seemed illogical or indellcato or
at all Inconsistent with justice or tho horso
thief's real conversion. Salomy Jane, neverthe-
less, dissented, from another and weaker rea-
son.

"1 don't want your hOBS though I reckon dad
might but yotfre just Btarvln'. I'll get
sutbln'." Sho turned toward tbe house.

"Say you'll tako the boss first." he said, grasp-
ing her hand. At the touch she felt herself
coloring and struggled, expecting perhaps an-
other kiss. But be dropped her hand. She
turned again with a saucy gesture, said: "Hoi'
on; I'll come right back, and slipped away
tho mere shadow of a coy and flvl-.- g nymph in
the moonlight until she reached the bouse.

Hero sho not only procured food and whiskey,
but added a long dust coat and hat of her
father's to hsr burden. Tbcv would serve as a
disgulso for blm and hldo that herolo figure,
which she thought everybody must now know
as she did. Then sbo rejoined him brenthleosly.
But be put the food and whlskoy aside

"Listen," he said: "I've turned tho boss Into
corral. You'll find him tbero in theTour and no one will know but that he got lost

nnd joined the othor hosses."
Then sho burst out, "But you you what

will become of you! You'll be cotchedl"
"I'll manago to get away," bo said In a low

voice, "ef t "
"Ef wbatt ' she snld tremblingly.
"Ef you'll put tho heart In me again as you

did I" he gasped.
She tried to laugh to more away. She could

do neither, Suddenly he caugbt her In his arms
and with a long ktss. which she returned again
and again. Then they stood embraced as tbey
had embraced two davs bofore, but no longer
tbe same For tho cool, lazy Salomy Jane had
been transformed Into another woman a pas-
sionate, clinging savage. Perhaps something
of her father's blood had surged within her at
that supremo moment, Tho mnn stood erect
and determined.

"Wot'n your name!" sbo whispered, quickly.
It was a woman's quickest way of defining
her feelings.

"Dart."
"Yer first name!"
"Jack.''
"Let me go, now, Jack. Do low In tho woods

till sun-up- . I'll come agin."
He released her. Yet she lingered a mo-

ment, "Put on those things," sbo said, with a
sudden happy flash of ovos and tcotb, "and lie
close till 1 come." And then Bhe sped away
home.

But midway up the distance sho felt hor feet
going slower, and somothlnir at her heartstrings
seemed to bo pulling her back. She stopped,
turned, and glaucnd to where ho had been
standing. Had ahe Been him then she might
have returned. But ho had disappeared. Sho

her ilrst sigh, and then ran quickly again,fave be nearly 10 o'clock. It was not very
long to morning,

Sho was within a few stops of her own door
wlun the sleeping woods and silent air ap-
peared to suddenly nwako with a Bharp "crack."

Sho stopped paralyzed. Another "crack"
followed that ecboed.iiver to tbe far corral, Sho
recalled herself Instantly and dashed off wildly
to tbe woods again.

As she ran sho thought of one thing only.
He had been "dogged" by ono of his old pur-
suers and nttacked. But thi-r- were two shuts
and ho was unarmed. Suddenly she remem-
bered that sbo had left her father's gun standing
acalnst tho treo where thev wero talking.
Thank God, she may again havo saved him.
She ran to the tree; tbe gun wns gone Sho
ran thither nnd thither, dreading at ovorr step
to fall upon his llfcloss body. A new- - thought
struck her. She ran to the corral. The horso
was not there Ho roust havo been able to
regain It nnd escaped after the shots had been
fired. Bho drew a long breath of relief, but it
was caught un In an apprehension of nlarni.
Her father, awakened from his sleep by tho
Bhnts, ws hurriedly approaching hor,

"what'B up now, Jane!" be demand-
ed, excitedly.

''Nothln. said the clrl. with nn effort.
"Nothln', nt least, that I can find." She was
usually truthful beenuso fcnrleis, and a lie
stuck In her throat but sho was nu longer fear-
less, thinking of him. "1 wasn't abed, so I ran
out ns soon as I heard the shots fired," she an-
swered in return to his curious gnre.

"And you'vo hid my gun anirewhero where
It can't bo found." he said, reproachfully, "Ef
It was that sneak nnd he fired them
shots to lure mo out, be might have pot tod mo
wlthouCa show a dozen times In tbo last five
minutes,"

Sho hadn't thought slnco ot her fntbor's ene-
my. It might Indeed h(U e been ha who bad at-
tacked Jack, But she mado a quick point of tho
suggestion. "Hun In, dsd, run In anil find the
prun ou'vo got no show out hero without It."
She seized him by tee shoulders from behind,
shielding htm from tho woods, nnd hurried him,
expuatulaltng, struggling, to tho hniise.

But there was no gun to be found, It was
strange- - It must have been mislaid In tomo
corner. Was he sure be had not left it In the
barn! Bui no matter now, Thn danger was
over the trick bsd lulled he inunt
go to bed now, nnd In the morning tbey would
make a search together. At the samo lime sho
bad inwardly resolved to rlto before him and
make another toarch of tbe wood, and per-
haps fearful joy as sho recalled her promise-fi- nd

him olive and welt awaiting her.
Balomy Jane slept little that night nor did

' i . .:

her father. But toward morning he fell Into a
tired man's slumber until tho suti was well tp In
tho horizon. For different was It with his
daughter; sho lay with her face to tho window,
her head half lifted to catch every sound from
tbo creaking of tho d shingles above
her hond to the far-of- f moan of tho rising wind
in tho plno trees. Soraotlmes she fell Into a
breathless, half ocstallo trance living over
oveiy moment of the stolen Interview fooling
tho 1 ugltlvo's arm still around her, his klssos on
her lips, hearing bis whispered volco In her oars

tho birth of bur new Urol This was followed
again by a period ot agonizing dread that ho
might even then bo lying, ebbing his llfo away,
In the woods, with her name on his lips, nnd sho
resting hero Inactive until she half started
from hor bed to go to bis succor. And this went
on until a pale opal glow came into tho sky, fol-
lowed by a still paler pink on tho summit nf tbo
whlto Sierras, when she roso nnd hurriedly n

to dress. Still so sanguine was her hope of
meeting him that she lingered to solect tho
brown holland skirt nnd yellow sunbonnet sho
had worn when she first saw him. And sho
had only seen him twlcel Only twice! It would
bo cruel, too cruel, not to sco him again.

Sno crept softly down the stairs, listening to
tho long-draw- n breathing of her father in his
bedroom, and then, by tho light ot a guttor-In- g

candle, scrawled n noto to htm, bogging
blm not to trust himself out of tho house until
sbo returned from her searob. nnd, leaving tho
noto open on the table swiftly ran out Into tbo
growing day.

Thrco hours afterward Mr, Madison Clay
awoko to tho sound of loud knocking. At first
this forced itself upon his consciousness as his
daughter's regular morning summons, and was
responded to by a grun of recognition and a
nostllng closer In the blankets. Then he awoko
with ( start nnd a muttered oath, remembering
thc;ovcits of last night, and bis intention to get
up early and rolled out of bed. Becoming
aware by this tlmo that tho knocking was at tho
ontei door, and hearing the shout of a familiar
voice1.-h- hastily pulled on his boots, bis jean
trousers, nnd, tastcnlng a single suspender over
hts shoulder as ho clattered donstnirs, stood In
tho lower room. Tho door wns open, and wait-
ing upon the threshold was his klnsmnn an old
ally in many a blood feud Breckinridge Clay." ou aro a cool one. Mad," said tho latter in

indignation.
"What's upl" said tho bewllderod Madison,
'lou ought to be nnd scootln' out o this,"

said Breckinridge grimly. "It's all very well to
know nothln', lut hero's Phil Larrnbco's

friends nov just picked him up, drilled through
with slugs and deader nor a crow, and now
they'ro Icttln' loosn Larrabeo's two
on you. And you must go liko a d d foal and
leave theso yer things behind you In tbe bresh."
he went on querulously, lifting Madison Clay's
dust coat, bat, and shotgun from his horse,
which stood saddled at the door. "Luckily I
picked them up In tbo woods comtn' here Yo
ain't got more than tlmo to got ovor tho Stato
linn and among your folks thar afore they'll bo
down on you. iluatlc, old man. What aro
you gawkln' and ttarln ntl"

Madison Clay had stared amazed ond bewi-
lderedhorror stricken. The Incidents of tho
past night for tho first time flashed upon him
clearlv --hopelessly. Tbo shot, his finding Sal-
omy Jane alone In tho woods, her contusion andanxiety to rid herself of htm. tho dlsnppoaranco
of tbo shotgun, and now this now discovery of
tho tnklntr of his bat nnd coat for a disguise.
Sbo had killed Paul Larrnbco In that disgulso,
after provoking his first harmless shot. She,
his own child, Salomy Jane, bad disgraced her-Be- lf

by a man's crlmo had disgraced him by
usurping his right, and taking a mean advan-tage by deceit of a foe.

"Glmmo that gun," he said, hoarsely.
Breckenrldsro handod him the gun in wondor

and slowly gathering suspicion. Madison ex-
amined nipple nnd muzzle Ono barrel had
been discharged. It was true Tbe gun dropped
from his hand.

"Look hero, old man," said Brcckenrldge,
with a darkening face, "there's been no foul
play here. Thars bin no hiring of men, no
denutr tn dn thta tnh. Ynti did It. fnlr Atirt
square ourso'f."

"Yes, by God!" burst out Madison Clay, in a
hoarse voice. "Who says I didn't!"

Reassured, yet bnllovlng that Madison nay-ha-

nerved himself for the act by an overdraft
ot whiskey, which had affected his memory,
Brcckonrldgo said curtly, "Then wako up andlight out, of ye want mo to stand by you.

Go to tbo corral and pick me out a hoss,"
said Madison, slowly, yet not without a certain
dignity of manner. "I've sutbln' to say to
Salomy Jano afore I go." He was holding her
scribbled note, which he bad just discovered, in
his shaking hand.

Struck by his kinsman's manner and know-
ing the dependent relations of father and daugh-
ter, Brcckenrldge nodded and hurtled away.
Left to himself, Madison Clay ran his fingers
through his hair and straightened out the pa-
per on which Salomy Jane bad scrawled her
note, turned It over, and wrote on the back:

You might bare told me you did it, and not leava
your ole filher to find It eut how you disgraced your-
self and him, too, by a underhanded,
woman's trick I've said t dono It, and took the
blame myieir, and all the sneaklness ot It that folks
susnaet. If I in away allTe and I don't much caro
which you needn't toiler. The house and stock are
yours: but you ain't any longer the daughter of your
dtasraced father, Masisom Cut.

He had scarcely flnlshed'tho note when, with
a clatter of hoofs and a led horse, Breokenrldgo
reappeared at the door elate and trlumpbant.
"You're In nigger luck. Mad. I found that stole
hoss of Judge Boompolnter's had got away and
strayed among your stock In the corral. Tako
bim and you're safe. Ho can't be outrun this
side of the Statollne."

"I ain't no boss thief," said Madison, 'grimly.
"Nobody ses ye are, but you'd bo wuss a fool

ef you didn't take blm, I'm testimony that you
found him among your hosses. I'll tell Judge
Boompolnter you ve got him, and ye kin send
him back when you re safe. The Judge will
be mighty glad to'get htm back and call It quits.
So ef j ou've writ to Salomy Jano como."

Madison Clay no longer hosltated. Salomy
Jane might return at any moment it would
be part of her "fool womanlshness" and be
was in no mood to see her before a third party.
Ho laid the note on the tablo. gave a hurried
frlance around tbe bouse, which he grimly

he was leaving forever, and striding to
the door leaped on the stolen horso and swept
away with bis kinsman.

But that note lay for a week undisturbed on
tho table, In full view of the open door. Tho
house was Invaded by loaves, pine conos, birds,
and squirrels during the hot, silent, empty
dsys, and at nlgbt by shy. sualtby creatures,
but never again, day or night, by any of tho
day family. It was known in tbe district that
Clay had flown across the State line, his daugh-
ter was believed to have joined him tbe next
day, and tbe house was supposed to bo locked
up. It lay off the main road and few passod
that way. Tho starving cattle In tbe corral at
last broko bounds and spread over the woods.
And ons night a stronger blast than usual swept
through the bouse, carried tbe note from tho
table to tbo floor.wberr. whirled Into a crack
Id the flooring. It slowly rotted.

But though the sting of her father's reprosch
was spared her, Salomy Jane had no need ot the
letter to know what had happened. For as she
entered the woods In the dim light of that
morning she saw tho figure ef Dart gliding from
tbe shadow of a pine toward her. The un-
affected cry of Joy that roso from ber lips died
there as she saw bis face In tbe open light.

"You are hurt," she said, clutching his arm
passionately.

"Ne," be said. "But I wouldn't mind that
If "

"You'ro thlnkln' I was afeared to como back
last night when I heard the sbootln', but I did
rome," the went on. feverishly. "I ran back
here when I heard the two shots, but you were
Tone. I went to tbe corral, but your boss wasn't
there, nnd I thought you'd got away."

"I did get away' said Dart, gloomily. "I
killed tbo man, thlnkln' he was huntln' me, and
forced In' I was disguised. He thought I was
your father."

"Yes," said tho girl, joyfully, "ho was after
dad, nnd you- - you killed him," She again
cvjght his hand admiringly.

But he did not respond. Possibly Ihere were
points ot honor which this horso thief felt
vaguoly with ber father. "Listen," he said
Krimly. "Others think It was your father killed

When I did It-- for ho fired at mo flrst- -I
ran to tbe corral again and took my boss, think
In' 1 might bs follered. I made a clear circuit
of tho bouse, and whon I tired ho was tbo
only ono, and no one wasfollcrin' I come back
here and took off Inv illrgulse. Then I heard
hts friends find him in tho woods, and I know
they suspected your father. And then another
man emtio through tbe woods while I wnshldln'
and found the clothes and took them away."
Ho slopped and stared at hor gloomily.

But nil this was unintelligible to the girl,
"Had would have got thn better of him if you
hadn't,' sho said, "so what's tbo dlfferencol"

"All tho same," ho snld gloomily, "1 must
take his place"

Shn did not understand, but turned her bend
ti her master. "Then you'll go bnck with mo
and tell him nil!" she said obediently.

"Yes," he snld.
Sho put ber band In his, and thoy crept out of

tho wood together. Sho foresaw a thousand
difficulties, but, rhlefest of nil, that he did not
lovo her as sho did him. Sho would not have
taken these risks against tholr happlnoss.

But nlisl for ethics and herolim. As they
were I "si I nc fiom tho wood they beard tho
sound of galloping honft., and had barely time to
bldu thcmrrlveH before Madison Clay, on the
stolen bono of Judge llnompolntor, swept past
them wllh his kinsman.

bulotny Jano turned to her lover.
"

And hero I might, as n moral romancer,
paui-o- . having '.be irullly, passionate girl doped
wllh her dlrcputablti Inter, destined to lifolonir
ihanio and mlsoiy, mlsunerstood to tho laBt by
a crluilnul, fastidious parent. Hut I am con-

fronted by certain factu pn which this romance
Is bated. A month Inter a handbill wus posted
on one of tho sentinel pines announcing that tho
properly would be sold by unction to tho highest
bidder by Mrs. John Dart, daughter of Madison
Clay, Esq., and It was sold ac ordlngly. Still
later by ten jeers- - thechronlrlrrof tbesepages
visited u certain "stock" or "breeding farm In
tbe Bluo Grass country, famous for tho popu-
lar rncrn It bad produced. He was told that
the owner was thn best Judgo of horseflesh In
the (mintry. "Small wonder," added bis In-

formant, "for they sny that as a young man
out In California ho wns a hone tblef, nnd only
savod himself by eloping with somo rich farm-
er's daughter. But ho's a strulgblout and re-
spectable man now, whoso word about horses
can't be bought: and as for bis wife, she's a
beauty! To see her at the 'Springs.' rlggod out
In the latest fashion, you'd never think she hod
ever lived out or New York or wasn't the wife
of one of 1U millionaires."

OPENING A MIND SHUT IN. $
i

EDVOATIOK UF TOMJHT STHSOEIl, 1L6
jir.iM), nisAi; nu.itn. J 4

ftsrerb tlelng Tanaht tn lllm Uraduallr Ble 'JOf
LIUm nnd lilstlkes-rir- sl litan t DsatB- -. Sm
Skill In Mnrhanlca Personal Qualities, i f jM

Boitw, May 28. Among tho molt remark- - ' ,'f3
able Instnnccs ot educating children lacking 'f w
the sen-io- s of sight and hearing Is that ot 9
Tommy Stringer, now an Inmate of tho Kinder .
garten for tho Blind In this city. About seven ' m
years ago there wns brought to Boston a child. flor, rather, a being cast In childhood's Image, tfe
for ho was hardly more thnn a mere mass of J jliving, breathing clay; a small animal not un- - 'y'u
like a calf or a puppy tn tho voguoneu of hie jl
Instincts; without sight, without hearing; VJl
without speech, totally holploss. This woe &
Tommy Stringer, not quite 5 years old. To-da- y ;&!
at l'J this boy can by the sonse ot touch atone frecolvo and understand the thought of those ( 3
about him nnd communtcato his own. Ho can ; If
read and write with fair degree of accuracy if
and lately has been acquiring tho art of speech. !J

Born perfectly normal, ho was, by a severe f 1
Illness when S years old, boreft of sight, hearing . jj
and Bpeoch. Now Tommy is Just like other ' 9
boys of bis ago in most things. He studies and 1
plays and asks Just ns many questions, perhaps m
more Ho chatters Incessantly, that Is, his M
hands are never still, forming the leltcrj of the ',

alphabet with hts flnirors, and his palm Is esger" .
, M

ly outstretched to recelvo tho replies, which .if
are given by letting blm fool the' fingers of his' y
Instructor ns thoy form tho words and ten-- t. a
tenccs. It Is marvellous to seo tho rapidity p'3
with which he imparts and receives ideas. lie , 3
even talks to himself soinotlmcs, lying awake " S
at night in bod, with his Ilttlo fingers incee-- S
santly working, unburdonlng his active mind i
of tho thoughts which crowd It. ' f

Tommy studies and sometimes shows the '

aversion to routino manifested by othor little ' w.
boys. His dally school hours are arranged a '' m
follow: 8:48-0:3- object losson (morning ..
tolkh 0:46-10:3- writing; 10:45-11:8- nrtlcu- - W
latlon; 11:40-12:8- gymnastics; 1:40-2:3- Jj
arithmetic; l!:4r-3:3- reading: 5:15-3:4- evon- - w
Ing reading ((. ., reading to Tommy by, hi ji
teacher). His greatost dislike Is to tho articular tf
tlon lossons. In this He is often'qutti' stubbing ' M

Ho has to learn by placing tbe fingers of' one '
band upon tho lips and tboso of tho other band
upon tho throat of his teacher, afterward lml- - 1!

tatlng tho motions with his own vocal organs. ' JI
'lhe difllculty ot this Is of courso groat, and a .S
be cannot hear his own utterances he does not' Jf,
appreciate what ho accomplishes. Naturally 3
be dislikes it. although sometimes he will try 'S
very bard. The recitation is occasionally liko , U
this: Ho has learned, for instance, "Come, Ilttlo a
loaves," and Is aBkod to repeat It. The brack ,l
eted remarks are a hngor accompaniment to ft
tho spokon words. "Como not noil little (not T K x
talk, no; bad loaves no! not Talk Tuesday;' ,' i
talk by and by; not yetj," &o. Yet On tbo day : JJThe Bun reportor visited him, at the request of 3
Miss Conley, bis teacher, be talked ot lonjrth and - '5
very Intelligibly. Be rccltod well, turning his L fbead toward an Imaginary audience: but alter 'Jsome time he craftily remarked that his hearers ihad fallen asleep and so he gained the rest do- - "

fsired. On bclns told tbor bal awakened ha v a
Eolliely resumod, simply to carry ont the play ' a

Imagined. --' jTommy's bent Is toward mechanics. His '. fl
carpentering work sloyd is far beyond that ofmany lads with perfect faculties. The reportor 4 t
saw some vory Interesting samples of it, a. bird - !
house, did, foot rest, &c all of tbo most core- - '
ful workmanship, lie takes notes of ovcry stem '

in the procosscs and tho tools used and can dls- - VS
tlnguisli thirteen different kinds ot wood by the $
sense of smell alone. Every broken lock or A F
window about tbo building nocdlng repair is f A
mended by bim. Ho takes intricate locks apart, " &
learns the secret of their construction and as- - ' fl
setnblcs tbem again. f

He detests writing, as most blind persons do. X

because tbero Is no tangible result to blm and -
he cannot reaa what Is written, the letters not fbeing raised; yot he writes a splendid square j
band. When asked to sit down and write for j
others he Bometlmcs rebels, doing ns requested, l
but sitting as far from the tablo ns possible and . ' iwith his taco turned from tho onlookers. Yet '
be delights to road, and roads well. , j,

Oao of Tommv's chief charms Is his total lactt fi
of He never appears to 1
realize that ho is showing otf for any ono, his V
only hesitation arising from dlsltkoof theocou 'kmpatlon. Otherwise tbe cheerfulnoss and rapidity '
with which he seta about bis performance are w
very pleasing. Ho la of an imaginative; turn of JjS
mind, one of his stnndinr fancies being that he -

is in possession of an Imaginary houso in New JFv
Garden. Bedford, which has eight floor and "V

ninety-fou- r rooms,, with a bathroom on each '' s
floor. It is on a high bank with a "fence to J
keep from falling." This Idea of tbe fence ex-- f
hlblts tbo cautiousness of the blind. Ho does :'
not intentionally, oven in his humor, cause pain 'J

to any one. ;,
Tho reporter asked what Tommy's notions of

rellclon, death, Ac, were, and Miss Conley ex- - '
plained that coming to tbe institution as he did
with no preconceived ideas of such thlnus, inothing had been impartc to him on tho sub- - ' :

Ject whatever. Ho was to bo left to face the j
problem personally, and tbey were watching to
see whnt his first groplngs would bring forth. .3

Of courso ho will come face to face with these t'
questions somo day. Of doath he never until ;
lately had an idea. Recently, some good, i,
friends of bis having died, ho mlssod them and i
made Inquiries. He was told that thoy bad J
gono on a long Journey, nnd In referring to thera , v fnow be speaks af that "far olf country." The 3
Words are of bis own selection. j.

They have not yet succeeded In giving blm ' j
much idea of the social structure, ana ho hardly i
understands the vuluo of labor or money, al-- I
though tho aim Is to Impress him gradually
with the necessity for and the rela- - j
tlon ho boars to the rest of the community. , J
Just at present be probably presumes that hi , tt

immediate surroundings were mado for his own . ."
great good. Yot bo has somo Idea of allogianco ' i
and duty, but not through fear of punishment. " f

PRINTED ON TUB OZTMPIA. ,

new Our Tarn In Asia Received tbe flaws ef tbe li'M
Maine's Destruction.

From the Chicago Inter Ocean. ttf 3'
SrniNQFiKU), O., May 23. Through G. IX f

Burke of Cleveland news was received here to-- J
day of an Interesting paper published at in-- ( i
tervals on the Unitod States flagship Olym- - 4
pla of tbo Aslatio squadron. The paper

.

Just received by Mr. Burke is called tbo
Bounding Billow, and was printed at Kong , A

Kong on March 31. This Is tho fourth num- -
ber ot tho first volume and contains matter ,.
Interesting In tho extreme. At the tlmo this )

paper was printed the sailors had Just hoard tho :

newsof tho blowing up of tbe Maine Tho front l J
page ot the paper contains an account of the .'
Maine disaster, surrounded by a deep black ,

border. Tho article states that the United '
States bad conclusive proof that the Maine was j

blown up by an external explosion, and It Is
hinted that serious International complication
may arise. A part of the story Is as follows:

"Divers were sent down to examine tbe ." !'
wreck, and found Indisputable evidence that
the Maine, with her gallant crew, was blown up . 5

by some foul fiend whose death a thousand times
over could never atone for tbe loss of so many y '
human lives shipmates, brothers, friends, all J
hurled Into eternity without n word of warning;
no chanco for a faro-ro- ll grasp of the hand; sor- - t
row and desolation brought to hundreds of ,

homes; gray-haire- mothers bewailing tbe lives
of their sons; loving wives eagerly scanning tbo t

papers, dreading, yet hoping, and anxious '
sweethearts waiting for the return of tbelr S

lovedoncs. 'Tlsaplcturetomakotbebeartaebe, V,

"Volunteers for sorvlce are applying at all 4
military and naval stations, and, in tbe facoot ,'
this, jlngolsts and other Imbeciles are crying
about tbe spirit of '711 belnir dead. Tho spirit ot !
'70 will remain in the heart of every American' ' 1

as long as our glorious banner floats. Patriot ', ;
all, when tbe tocsin sounds, not a man will fall -

in his duty, and our battle cry shall be, 'Re-- r
member the Maine.'" t

Noxt follows nn article describing the Maine
rellof fund. "Tbo response on this station,"
sayB the little paper, "was a typical American j
one generous and humane. 91,300 in United
States gold was collected among tho crows of the
Olympia. llalelgh, Concord and Petrel." ,

Crows ('base a Cat.
JfYom the Avawta ((7a.) Chronicle.

"Cow I caw I oaw!" shrieked a couple of crows
In the "nurseiles" near Ohamounlx drive In tbo
West Purk yesterday afternoon. Park guard
No. H8, who happenod to bo on tbe drive al
the time, cocked up Ills ears, "Some-
thing wrong with those crows." said ho
to a cyclist who had stopped near bv to rest;
never heard them caw that way unless there ;

was something up." Tbo Incessant cawing ;

grow louder nnd closer each moment. Bud- -

denlvout from a bunch of small trees dashed
a big black and white tomcat, running
ns fast as be could. Two Infuriated crows wero
bocrlng over him, taking turns at swooping 1.
down upon blm nnd pecking blm viciously with '5
tholr sharp beaks. At each attack tbe t
cat accelerated his speed, and, with bristling ;
tall, simply flew over the ground. Tbe crows ,

pounced upon blm unmercifully, until finally, i

whon lhe ilineo had almost reached the two sur- - ,
prised spectators, tho cut took refugo In a
culvert which runs undor the drive at
that point. One of tbo orows alighted
on tho oilgo of tho cuhcrl, and then,
catching tight of tho two spectators, turned and
flew bark to some tall pines bick of tbe nurser-
ies. "Well, what do you tblnk of that!" ex-

claimed lhe guard, "Did you ever see a crow
chase a cat before I Never I Why, a cat can
lick any kind of a bird. That cat must have
be robbing ttelr sett. Well, I'll be haifMr- -

A0--
""""'"'I'll fti1triiTiB-TfTWimft- ilinairwiriTnflriTiiIri lttffft
Lg&I".i ram., .tut, "M f"' JWSssl


